136                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
we marveled how she could have swum across the Vistula. Ela was toed, drenched to the bone, and her teeth chattered from the cold
I took her down to the shelter, undressed her, and rubbed her slim body with alcohol. She drank a glass of vodka. Then I wrapped her up in a blanket, gave her a hot-water bottle and ordered her to sleep.
Yanosik hovered over Ela the way a hen does over her favorite chick. He could not take his eyes off her pale childish face and her big green eyes with their long lashes. When she fell asleep, he locked the entrance to the shelter, barricaded it with a heavy armchair, sat down in it with determination and announced that he was not going to let anyone bother Ela while she slept
Rather amused at his performance, I shrugged my shoulders and told him not to worry, as no one was going to bother the girl anyway,
*You don't know them,** he scowled. "They have no heart at Headquarters."
I was at the station busy with some wounded when Sweeper came in with a strange young man. He waited until I had finished. Then he introduced the officious-looking visitor: 'This is Lieutenant Kret He came to take Ela to Headquarters. We ought to wake her up, I think/* he added with embarrassment
I went down to the shelter where I stumbled over Yanosik sprawling in his armchair. He pretended not to understand what I was talking about
"Don't be an ass, Yanosik, Don't you know what orders are?"
"I know that that girl could have died ten times over. She could have drowned, she could have been shot, she could have been frightened to death. Let her sleep now, I ten you."
"But this is important"
"Well, then, let him take the papers and be damned!'*